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|. Stranded 


Author's Notes: 

Hey anyone who decides to read this! | was recommended this site by a kind stranger on Reddit since it's 
dedicated to bandfiction, not quite sure if it's the place for me but | decided to give it a shot. Bandfiction was 
my life in my teenage years, |0-I5 years ago, and I'm slowly dipping my toes back in the water. Its a bit hard 
to explain, but the way | see the things that | write, they play out in my head like scenes in a movie or 
something. | say my ideas are best for TV, but l'm constrained to my keyboard. l'm a writer and storyteller at 
heart, and | tend to write my favorite bands into the things | create. | hope everyone or anyone enjoys what 
my slightly twisted mind comes up with! | gladly welcome any type of positive or negative feeback anyone has 


for me. 


Mojave Desert, California, September 2010 


A small, rusted sedan races down a deserted road. It's hot, very hot. There isn't a single cloud to be seen and 


the sun is high in the sky beating down on the small bright red metal box, slowly roasting the car's occupants 


who desperately await any slight breeze to come through the open windows. The car is occupied by three 


young women 


Driving is Mia, a beautiful 25 year old woman with slightly tanned skin, voluminous brown hair with thick bangs 
with a bleached stripe running through them, large grey eyes, and freckles splashed across her button nose 
and high cheekbones. Mia anxiously watches the needle indicating how much gas is left in the car falling lower 
and lower. It had gone past the large red "E" what felt like miles ago, running on fumes, any second now it 


would be sputtering to a stop. 


In the passenger seat is Lana, Mia's 2I year old sister. She has shaggy bright red hair with clip-in pink and blue 
feather extensions barely hanging on, pale, almost sickly looking skin, and the same large grey eyes as her 
sister. She had a large black ring going through her septum and there was black eyeliner and eyeshadow 
smudged around her eyes, disguising the large purple bags under her tired eyes. Sweat dripped down her face 
and her hands shook as she clutched the map she was poring over, supposedly helping Mia navigate while her 
mind stayed on one thing. She needed a smoke, a drink, a pill, some type of fix to get herself evened out and 
forget the horrors of the reality around her, if only for a second. 


And finally, there was Maisy, Mia's 5 year old daughter, fast asleep in her car seat in the back seat of the 
car, blissfully unaware. Mia turned around and looked back to check on her, making sure she was still that way. 
All of this was for Maisy, no way Mia or Lana would've had the strength or will to fight their way out of Los 
Angeles after the horrors they witnessed once the city was overrun by the things. 


Nobody knew what the things were, but they came with no warning and multiplied exponentially. They 
were..people, but not quite, because they had died. Except when they died, they weren't dead, they came back 
with and insatiable hunger for flesh. And once anyone who hadn't yet been turned had one of the monster's 


teeth on them, they turned too. 


First it was the police officers and firefighters on the frontlines, until they were all turned, or worse, ripped to 
shreds. Then came the military, who despite their many high tech and high caliber weapons, eventually met the 
same fate. The city remained safe for those first few weeks, but once there was no one left to protect the 

ordinary citizens, it turned to literal hell. That's when Mia's husband and Maisy's father, Kyle, was lost and the 


three women had to flee together in hopes of finding a place that wasn't crawling with the ungodly monsters. 


And now here they were, in the middle of the desert, trying to make their way to Mia and Lana's mother in 
Las Vegas. The cell towers went down a couple of days after it all began, so there was no way to really know 
if Las Vegas was going to be safe, if their mom was okay. But both sisters knew deep down that if Las Vegas 
was anything like Los Angeles, it was a lost cause. 


Regardless of whether or not they made it to Las Vegas, Mia knew this vehicle wouldn't get them there. The 
car began to make a sputtering sound and slowing down as Mia had maintained her white knuckle grip on the 


steering wheel and frantically looked all around to take in their surroundings. 


"Good," Mia thought "As bad as this is, at least those things are nowhere to be seen" 


"Mia?! Mial Whats going on? Why are we stopping?" Lana frantically whisper-yelled trying her best to convey 
the panic she felt without waking Maisy, grabbing onto her dazed sister's right shoulder and shaking it. 


Mia turned to Lana with a blank expression on her face, "We're out of gas." she stated 


"We're WHAT?!" This time Lana didn't even bother to keep her voice down, panic was beginning to fully set in. 
She turned to the back seat to see Maisy stirring in her car seat. 


"Out of gas," Mia repeated "We're out of gas, here in the desert, you and me and my little girl." Her eyes were 


elsewhere, gazing far away over the horizon as she stated the facts of their impending doom. 


"Mommy?" Maisy's sweet, high pitched voice came from the back seat, "Why did we stop? Are we at 


grandma's house?" She questioned as she groggily took in her surroundings. 


"No baby, me and your auntie just needed to stop and look at the map. We'll be at grandma's before you know 
it" Mia told her daughter as her younger sister glared back at her. 


"What?" Mia mouthed at her sister, "She's five!" And she held up her right hand with all five fingers sticking 
up. 


‘Mommy, I'm hungry." Maisy said. 


Both of the sisters’ faces fell as their eyes wandered toward the trunk of the car, which contained nothing 
but empty wrappers and an empty cooler leaking melted ice. There was no food or water to be had, they 
finished it all earlier that day and had hoped to come across an abandoned truck stop that hadn't been looted 
yet or make it to their mom's house before they needed to eat again. But here they were, in the middle of 
the desert, no food, no water, no gas, nothing but each other and the clothes on their backs. 


‘lm sorry baby, we don't have any snacks. Just try to go back to sleep and we'll get you something to eat 
when we get to grandma's house." Mia told her daughter while holding back tears because she knew they 
weren't going to make it to grandma's house. This was it, it was over. They fought for their lives to escape 
Los Angeles, killed dozens of the things (who were once people just like them), and witnessed many horrific 


things, just to starve to death in the middle of the desert. 


Lana shook her head at her sister and gestured with her head toward the hood of the car, "Let's talk" She 
said, and the sisters got out of the car together, Lana still clutching the map, "We need to figure out what to 
do next" She said as they stood side by side and Lana spread the map across the hood of the car. 


"Lana..come on..does it look like there's a next?" Mia hissed through her teeth, the tears she had been holding 
back for days finally starting to flow, "I mean, FUCK! Look at where we arel" Her voice cracked and raised in 


volume, and she kicked the car's front bumper. 


They saw Maisy's sweet little face peeking out of the window at them because of the commotion, ‘Mommy, 


are you okay?" 


"Go to sleep baby!" Mia responded, a bit more harshly than intended, and with that Maisy's head retreated 
back into the car. 


"Come on Mia, look at her, we saved her from the city, we have to keep trying!" Lana pleaded with her sister. 
Lana knew what was running through her sister's mind, Mia was picturing the blood, flesh, and saliva flying 
everywhere as the man she loved was ripped to shreds before their very eyes by one of the things. 


"We have to keep trying, what exactly? What can we try?" Mia threw her hands up in exasperation, "If we 
stay here, we die slowly of hunger and thirst. If we go out there," she waved her arms around her, "We die 


being eaten by cannibal demons!" 

Lana rolled her eyes and put her hands on her hips, "We've fought them before, we can do it again" 
Mia laughed, tears still trickling from her eyes, "Well, I'm done fighting.’ 

"Excuse me, what was that?" Lana questioned. 


"You heard me, I'm done fighting. | can't do it anymore. You see this around us? The emptiness? This is it, this 
is the world now! What do we have to fight for? This is a wasteland! There is no hope for any type of normal 
future." Mia ranted as she paced back and forth in front of the car. 


"That it, you done?" Lana asked, her hands still on her hips as she watched her older sister, her rock, slowly 
begin to unravel. All Mia did was glare back, "Alright, good, well I'm gonna go on a little bit of a scouting mission 
to see what we're working with. If we're lucky enough there should be another car around somewhere with gas 
to siphon and maybe even some snacks for Maisy." Lana forgot to mention the fact that she was also hoping 
to find cigarettes, booze, or even drugs in this imagined car. She popped the trunk of the car and pulled out a 
small drawstring backpack, a large sunhat, and some sunscreen which she began slathering on her pale skin. 
"You mind?" She asked her sister, gesturing to her back with the bottle of sunscreen 


Mia sighed and stepped forward, squeezing a small dollop of sunscreen into her hands and spreading it across 
her sister's bare, bony shoulders and the back of her neck. For a second Mia's lips curled into a small smile, 
remembering simpler times when they were kids and she always had to look out for her little sister and make 


sure her porcelain skin didn't get burnt when they went to the beach. 
"You're a crazy bitch." Mia said as she rubbed the lotion into her sister's skin until it disappeared. 


‘lm not the crazy bitch who's ready to let her baby girl starve out here." Lana responded, "Now get your ass 
back in that car and keep your daughter safe, I'll be back" 


And with that Lana slung the backpack over her shoulder, grabbed the map from the hood of the car, and 
wandered off over the sandy horizon with the map in hand. Mia returned to the driver's seat of the car and 


looked back at Maisy, who seemed to have dozed off again 


"Good, she doesn't know how fucked we are." Mia thought as she settled into her seat. Her eyes were also 
beginning to feel heavy, she couldn't even remember the last time she had slept. Sleep didn't matter too much 
in this new hellscape of a world, sleep could be the one thing that makes or breaks you depending on where 
and when you chose to do so. But here, in the desolate space filled with nothing but sand, cacti, shrubs, and 
asphalt, it finally seemed safe. Mia reached around the car, manually rolling up the windows one by one, and 


reclined her seat and settled back into it, closing her eyes, and drifting off.. 
*BANGBANGBANG! BANGBANGBANG!* 
"MOMMY!" 


Mia was suddenly jolted awake by her daughter's frantic cries and became aware of the fact that the car was 
shaking. 


"What the..?" She said, rubbing her eyes as she looked around, trying to help them adjust to the darkness, and 
that's when she saw it. A twisted, blemished, sickly gray face. The face of a monster, gnashing its teeth on 
the other side of the glass from her. She let out a scream and jumped backwards toward the passenger seat 
of the car, only to hear scratching against the glass behind her. Another monster. 


As Mia swiveled in a full circle within the tiny car, she could finally see why the car was shaking. They were 
surrounded by the monsters, and they were trying to get to the only food available to them for miles. There 
had to be at least a dozen of them, way more than Mia could take on at one time with her measly weaponry, 


she knew there was no way out. 


‘Mommy, do something!" Maisy screamed in terror as she looked through the glass at the monster gnashing 
its teeth with its rotted tongue lolling out of its mouth, just waiting to taste the tender meat on the other 
side of the glass. 


“Shhh, its okay baby," Mia said in a soothing voice as she crawled into the backseat with her daughter. She 
unbuckled Maisy from her car seat and pulled her into her lap, wrapping her body around her daughter's 


protectively, "Just close your eyes, it's going to be over soon" 


Maisy sobbed into her mom's chest as Mia begun to sing, "Love of mine, someday you will die, but I'll be close 
behind, I'll follow you into the dark." with tears streaming down her face, picturing Kyle, picturing Maisy, 
picturing all of the love and happiness and good times they all had before the world became hell. 


The glass windows began to crack under the pressure of all of the monsters beating against it, and Mia closed 


her eyes and buried her face in the top her daughter's head, not wanting to see what was coming. 


And then.. 
*BOOM BOOM BOOM* 


Three shots rang through the air and Mia lifted her head to see a huge RV in the road in front of her car, 
its headlights illuminating the cab of her tiny sedan. She could barely make out a tall, lanky man leaning out of 
the door of the RV, holding a shotgun 


"Hey, over here!" the man yelled, pointing the barrel of the gun to the sky and firing another round, "Come get 
me you ugly sons of bitches!" 


And with that, the group of monsters who were minutes away from breaking the car's windows and finally 
accessing their feast, began to turn their heads and look toward the large RV with this crazy man hanging out 
of it. The man hooted in delight, and fired another shot into the sky, "Come on! Don't you want me?" He yelled 
as the things began to stumble and shuffle in his direction, arms outstretched, low pitched moans and groans 
resonating from their throats. He let out a high pitched cackle as he jumped off of the bus and fired a few 
shots into the group of monsters, knocking a couple of them down, "Come on!" he yelled again as they 


monsters shuffled toward him and he stepped backwards with each step they took forward. 


Then, he banged on the side of the RV, "Guys, | got ‘em! Lets go! Tony, Jaime, help me hold these bastards 
back! Vic, you get the car!" 


Mia watched in amazement as three more men emerged from the RV, one wielding a small pistol, another a 
large rifle, and another a large blade that looked like a machete. The men with guns formed a small circle with 
their backs all facing each other and began to walk further from the vehicles in unison, firing a shot in the 
faces of any of the things that got to close to them. The smallest man darted across the road and made his 
way to the car, tapping on the window. He had large brown eyes, long brown hair down to his shoulders, tan 


skin, and a smile to die for. 


Mia was in shock, she couldn't help but wonder if this was a dream, a hallucination, nothing more than the 
desert heat getting to her. She wondered if maybe she had in fact already died and was now in heaven. No 
matter what was going on, her brain couldn't wrap itself around the fact that this handsome man on the 
other side of the window and his friends were saving her and her daughter when they were just mere minutes 


from death. 


"Are you coming or what? My boys can only hold them off for so long!" He yelled through the window at Mia, 
who was still dazed and processing the events of the past few minutes. Finally, after what felt like an eternity, 
Mia reached out and pulled up on the lock and the man opened the door. 


"Let me take her," he said as the door opened, reaching out to take Maisy from Mia's arms, but Mia held her 
daughter tight and pulled back from the strange man, "Okay, or not, just uhh, keep a strong grip on her, okay? 
We're about to make a run for it, and we've got a few stragglers who will probably come for us. I've got it 


covered but please, hold onto her." Mia nodded at the man, and he said "Okay, ready?" She nodded again 


The man turned his back to the car and raised his machete, looking all around to check for monsters coming 
their way. Mia emerged from the car holding onto Maisy tightly. Suddenly, from out of nowhere, a few of the 


monsters begun to emerge from behind the RV, the stragglers the man had mentioned. 


"The bus is unlocked, when | say go, you run and get on the bus. I'll be right behind you." The man instructed a 
still silent and dazed Mia, who nodded to let him know she understood. "Okay, okay." he said quietly as the 
monsters slowly made their way toward the group of three, "RUNI" he yelled as soon as the first one was in 
arm's reach, and with that Mia took off with her daughter and the man began swinging his machete around, 
crushing the skulls of and beheading the monsters around him. 


After what felt like an eternity, Mia reached the door of the bus, but when she pulled on the handle the door 
wouldn't budge. She looked around frantically at the man who was still swinging away, the monsters had 


somehow begun to multiply and more were swarming on the scene hoping for a meal. 
"It won't open!" Mia screamed with tears running down her cheeks. 


"Try again, it sticks sometimes!" the man shouted back as he continued swinging his blade and hacking up the 
monsters. Mia yanked at the handle again, and this time the door flew open. The man popped up in the doorway 
behind her, only to slam the door shut between himself and Mia and remaining outside, fighting off the 


monsters. 


Mia collapsed at the top of the steps up into the RV, her daughter still her in arms. She rocked back and 
forth with Maisy in her lap, tears rolling down her face and dripping into Maisy's soft strawberry blond hair. 
She couldn't believe what had just happened, these complete strangers just saved her and her daughter's 


lives. 
That is, if they could make it out themselves.. 


Mia remained at the top of the stairs, waiting anxiously for the men to return, while Maisy wandered around 
the large RV checking things out. Maisy opened one of the cupboards and extracted a juice pouch and some 


fruit snacks. 


"Look mommy, they have snacks!" Maisy said excitedly, waving her finds for her mom to see, but Mia just 


shook her head in response. 


"We don't know how much those things are going to cost us, put them back." Mia said, and Maisy frowned, 
sticking her lower lip out in a pout and trudged back to the cupboard, throwing the things back where she 
found them. 


After what felt like an eternity, the RV door finally swung open, and Mia jumped up from her seat at the top 
of the stairs and looked down at the man who had saved her standing there, wiping splatters of blood from his 


face with his t-shirt, which was also splattered with blood. 


"Oh man, this is a tough bunch, but the guys almost have it under control. They found another girl out there 
too, a redhead, passed out at the bottom of that dune over there," he gestured over his shoulder to the 
sandy hills, "The dead were about to pounce on her, but we got her just in time. You know her?" 


Mia nodded weakly, "My sister." An awkward silence ensued as the two stared at each other wide eyed. 


"So, uh.while we're just hanging out, waiting to get back on the road, maybe we could, uh..get to know each 
other a little bit maybe? After all, | did just save your life, the least you could do is tell me your names." The 


main said, trying to fill the awkward silence. 


After a few more moments of silence, Mia finally spoke, "I'm Mia, and that over there is Maisy." She gestured 


toward her daughter who was now bouncing up and down on one of the small couches. 


"Nice to meet you Maisy," the man said to the little girl, offering her a small wave that she eagerly returned, 
"And Mia," he turned to Mia and held his hand out, as Mia took his hand and shook it he used his other hand 


to push his long hair out of his eyes, "My name is Victor, but you can just call me Vic for short" 


2. Heat 


“Auntie Lah-nee! Auntie Lah-nee! Wake up! Wake up! Waaaaaake uuuuup!" a familiar high pitched, sing-song 
voice rings out through the fog engulfing Lana's brain, causing her eyes to begin fluttering open 


Things are fuzzy at first but as her eyes adjust to the light, her brain can't quite wrap itself around her 
surroundings, it looked like she was in some type of long and skinny room. She was laying on a couch, and 
directly across from her there was another couch with 3 fuzzy figures she couldn't make out sitting there 
facing her. Mia was sitting on the floor between the two couches, her hand resting on her sister's hot 


forehead, and Maisy was sitting on the couch with Lana between Lana's ankles. 


When Mia felt her sister's head begin to move underneath her hand as Lana stirred, she jumped up and cried 
out, "Oh my god, she's awake! Oh thank god!" 


"What..what happened?" Lana asked groggily, slowly sitting up and rubbing her eyes, "Shit, my head is killing me!" 
she exclaimed, rubbing the sides of her pounding head with her fingertips. 


"No, you just lay back down!" Mia said sternly as she pushed her sister back down on the couch and adjusted 


the pillow underneath her head, "Here." 


Mia handed Lana a fresh bottle of water and a couple of pills. Lana rolled the pills back and forth in her hand, 
trying to hide her disappointment in the fact that it was just Tylenol and not something stronger. 


"Who do | have to fuck or kill to get a decent buzz in this place?" Lana thought to herself as she threw the 
two pills in her mouth and downed them with a gulp of water. 


"We think you got heatstroke out there or something, you were passed out in the sand. We got swarmed..they 
almost got to you too.." Mia explained, trailing off as her eyes welled with tears at the thought of losing her 


younger sister. 


"We?" Lana questioned with a raised eyebrow, suddenly becoming aware once again of the figures on the couch 
opposite from her. Lana's head swiveled to look at the 3 men sheepishly sitting there watching the small family 
bond and couldn't believe her eyes, she immediately jumped so she was sitting upright on the couch and she 


blinked extra hard a few times and even rubbed her eyes to make sure she was really seeing this. 


"What the fuck? Mia? Am | hallucinating? Are those guys really here?" she asked her sister frantically. Mia 


and the men looked at each other, sharing the same concerned expression. 


"Uhh, yes, these men are really here. In fact, that's the part I've been trying to get to.they're the ones who 
found you out there, they're the ones who saved all of us. Maisy and | were getting swarmed in the car, the 
monsters were about to break through the glass and get us, and they came out of nowhere and saved the 


day like some superheroes." Mia explained, smiling over at the men. As Mia looked at the men, her eyes and 


Vic's locked for a few seconds, but Mia broke eye contact quickly once she felt the heat rising to her cheeks. 
She did find him quite attractive, but barely any time had passed since Mia lost her husband in such a horrific 
way. She knew whatever she was feeling for Vic in that moment was just something on the surface, nothing 
but some rush of chemicals her brain was processing after this brave man risked himself to save her and 


her daughter. "Why, whats wrong?" Mia asked as she noticed the look of confusion on Lana's face. 


"No, but.like..these guys, they're in a band. They ARE the band. Right?" Lana looked at the men as if begging 
them to confirm her story so her sister wouldn't think she was losing it, "I remember seeing you guys on the 


posters for Warped Tour this summer! Protest the Hero, right?" 


A small chuckle came from behind Lana's head and she turned around to see a tall, skinny man covered in a 
multitude of tattoos, with long black hair covered by a flat billed fitted hat and a piercing in his lip, standing 
there holding a clear bottle of some amber liquid. Lana's mouth salivated when her eyes fell on the bottle he 


was holding, she knew whatever that bottle contained was her one-way ticket to a good time. 


"Hey guys, look like we stumbled across a fan!" he exclaimed, his voice dripping with sarcasm, "No, hon, we 
aren't Protest The Hero, we aren't Poison The Well, we're Pierce The motherfucking Veil. We ARE, not we 
WERE” With that final comment, he shot a scathing look at Vic, and stomped off down the stairs and out the 
door of the bus, bottle in hand. 


"Oh, uh, sorry about him, he isn't handling this whole thing very well." Vic said to the women who were sitting 
there looking confused about what had just happened, and he turned to Lana with a smile, sticking his hand out 
across the aisle for her to take hold of "I'm Vic," he said as she took his hand and shook it, "This is Jaime," he 
gestured to the man at his left with spiky black and blond hair who offered a small wave and smile, "And 
that's Tony." Vic pointed to the man at the end of the couch with large stretched ears and piercings in his lip 
who nodded at Lana in acknowledgement, "And that douchebag is my little brother, Mike. And we're Pierce The 
Veil." 


"Wow, | uh..wow, this is, ha." Lana trailed off, rubbing her neck awkwardly, her head was spinning and her 
mouth was dry. Finally she realized she was on the tour bus of four semi-famous strangers who had just 
saved her life. She'd never felt so hot in her life, like all the air had been sucked from the small room they 
were all packed into. She shakily raised the bottle of water she held to her lips, but her hands shook so hard 
that she spilled more down the front of her shirt than she got into her dry mouth. All she could think about 
was the bottle that Mike guy had stormed off with. 


‘Lana, are you okay?" Mia asked her sister, starting to become extremely worried. All of a sudden, Lana bolted 
up from her seat and stood there, shaky on her feet, for a few seconds. "Lana?!" Mia asked again, this time 


more frantic, standing up to help steady her sister. 


‘lm fine, I'm fine!" Lana insisted, pulling away from her sister and grabbing onto an overhead cupboard above 
the couch to steady herself, "I just, need some air, I'll be back!" She said, and with that, she disappeared down 
the stairs and through the door into the oppressive desert heat. 


Mia stood there for a minute, looking at the door her sister had just gone through, and let out a big sigh. She 
knew what her sister was after and she didn't like it at all. Lana had the most self destructive tendencies, even 
worse whenever some sleazy man would get tangled up in the mix. Mia knew that whatever her sister was 
probably about to do could very well compromise their standing with this group of overly generous strangers, 
she also hoped these men wouldn't get any ideas about what she would be willing to do herself because of 
what her sister was willing to do. Part of Mia wanted to go and slap some sense into Lana, but she knew there 


was no point, no amount of anything ever stopped her spoiled little sister. 


Outside of the tour bus, Lana saw that they were parked at a large, empty truck stop, still in the middle of 
nowhere. It was still incredibly hot out there, but Lana didn't care, better than being crammed in that damn 
bus with all eyes on her. She could see Mike sitting in the shade underneath the large fuel canopy, sitting in a 
foldable chair with the bottle in one hand and a cigarette in the other. 


"You know, they've got no smoking signs all over this place," Lana called out as she approached him. 


Mike, whose mind had been elsewhere, looked over at the woman approaching him. She was small, very small, 
almost fragile looking, with long thin arms and legs and her skin was so white, almost like a ghost, but 
something about her still struck him. He could tell that she was actually a beautiful girl, she'd just gotten 
herself into a rough lifestyle, which was very evident as she shakily made her way over to him, her eyes 


constantly darting to the bottle in his left hand. 


He waved his hand in dismissal at her comment when she was next to him, "lve got a whole lot more to worry 
about than dying in some freak gas pump explosion. Hell, that may even be a blessing right now." He said as he 
raised the bottle to his lips and took a sip, Lana's eyes on the bottle the whole time, "You want some?" He 
finally asked her, holding the bottle out for her. 


Mike could see the instant relief that came over her, but she tried her best to conceal her eagerness, "Uhh, | 
guess. Who couldn't use a drink right now, am | right?" She said as she reached out and took it from his hand, 
her fingers grazing against his. She raised the bottle to her lips and took a long, healthy swig but immediately 
pulled it away and started sputtering, liquid spraying everywhere as she pursed her lips and tried to keep it in 
Mike laughed at the sight as she coughed and choked on the fiery liquid. "Dude, what the hell?! This shit is 
nasty!" She exclaimed loudly once she finally got her breath back and Mike continued to laugh, "No seriously, 
what is that shit!" 


Mike shrugged, "I couldn't tell ya, | just saw the word ‘whiskey’ on the label, so | just grabbed it and ran 
Probably not the best call." 


Lana giggled as she raised the bottle to her lips again, this time taking a much smaller and more controlled sip 
but still wincing as the awful tasting liquid splashed over her tongue and down her throat, "So, you're a 
whiskey man, huh?" 


"Yeah, that's my stuff. Whiskey Hands, one of my nicknames actually." Mike explained, to which Lana raised her 


eyebrows, and he chuckled, "Long story including some great people, who are probably long gone now." His face 


immediately hardened and his eyes went distant, remembering a life that was no more. 


Lana held the bottle back out for Mike to take from her, "I don't know if | can handle anymore of this vile 
stuff" She said with a small, forced laugh as he took it from her. In all honesty she did want more, but 


whatever he had was just not cutting it, she needed something a lot smoother that would go down a lot faster. 


Mike looked down at the bottle and laughed, "Yeah, me neither," he said, contemplating the bottle in his hand, 
before cocking his arm back and throwing it as far as he could, watching the glass shatter and liquid pour 
over the pavement. Lana let out a small, inaudible gasp, disappointed by the action. "Let's go get something 
else!" Mike said excitedly, standing up and grabbing his shotgun from underneath the chair he was sitting in and 
heading toward the door of the convenience store attached to the truck stop. 


"Excuse me, what?" Lana asked, walking alongside him. 


‘I'm gonna go get us something else to drink on, where do you think | got that?" He asked, pointing to the 
shattered bottle in the distance and then at the store in front of them. 


"Are you sure it's safe?" Lana asked, concerned. 
"Yeah, | made sure it was clear this morning," he reassured her, "What, you want to come in?" 


"Well, clearly, your judgement can't be trusted when it comes to choosing a good drink!” She chided, poking his 
shoulder, which she quickly felt was much more muscular than she expected for a man as thin as he was. He 
looked down at her finger poking his shoulder with a straight face, and she immediately pulled her hand back, 

regretting the decision. 


Finally, he smiled back at her, and said "Okay, let's go then!" They approached the glass doors and when Lana 
reached out to instinctively grab a handle and open one, Mike stopped her and readied the shotgun, "We want 
to make sure its still good, | honestly wasn't in here very long earlier." He rapped his knuckles against the glass 
a few times and stood there in silence for a few seconds, then he grabbed the handle of the righthand door 
and opened it slightly, shaking it back and forth so the bells, the bells that were once placed there to alert the 
employees who once worked there that a new customer was entering, chimed. After a few seconds of 
continued silence and no movement from inside, Mike slowly opened the door slightly and stuck the barrel of 
his shotgun in the small opening, whistling a few times, trying to draw the attention of anything that could still 
possibly be lurking within, "We're good, let's go." He opened the door for Lana who easily slipped through the 
small opening with her waiflike body and quickly followed behind her. 


Lana immediately made a beeline for the large shelves of glass bottles directly behind the cash register and 
Mike followed close behind her, admiring her from behind as she walked in front of him. He loved her crazy 

hair, fire engine red with those feathers that were all the rage with the girls on Warped Tour that summer 
scattered throughout, making him think back to just a couple of months before this very moment when he 

was on top of the world and the band he and his brother had worked so hard on was finally about to really 
make it big. Mike had a bit of a thing for redheads, especially one particular one who he'd rather not be 


thinking about at the moment, so he buried his mind in the swaying hips and tiny shorts of the fiery redhead 


in front of him. 


When they reached the counter, Lana didn't even bother to walk around, just hopped right up on the counter 
and swung her legs around, coming down on the floor behind the cash registers. She immediately got on her 

tiptoes and reached over her head to grab two bottles of clear liquid off of the shelf above her, "Now this 

right here, this is the good shit!" She said as she handed a bottle over to Mike. 


He looked down at the label, "Grey Goose, huh?" he asked with a chuckle. 


"What? Are you judging me?" Lana asked, sticking her lips out in an exaggerated pout as she lifted herself to 
sit on the edge of the counter and cracked the seal on the bottle in her hand, raising it in Mike's direction, 


"Come on, we have to cheers to this!" 


Mike cracked the seal on his bottle, and quickly clinked it against hers before they both raised their bottles to 
their lips and sipped away. Mike started thinking about how she knew about the band and had talked about 


Warped Tour earlier, so he decided to steer the conversation in that direction 
"So, Warped Tour girl, huh?" He asked with a smile. 


She laughed and blushed slightly, "Not exactly, I'm into a bit of a heavier scene than that, but some of my 


favorites were actually on the tour this year so | went to the Ventura show." 
"Oh yeah, favorite bands, like who?" Mike questioned, genuinely curious. 


"Oh you know, Whitechapel, Suicide Silence, Parkway Drive," she rattled off as Mike smiled, he was starting to 
like this girl more by the second, she was confident and sassy and apparently was a bit of a badass when it 
came to her music taste, "And I'm almost ashamed to admit this, but | also went to see Emmure." She said 


with a laugh and she took another sip from her bottle. 
Mike laughed too, "Hey, no shame, those guys in Emmure are pretty cool and they sure know how to party!" 


Lana laughed again, "Yeah, | bet." she said, and they trailed off into an awkward silence for a few minutes. The 
more Mike drank, the more he liked what he was looking at and couldn't help but think about how he hadn't had 
any opportunities since all of this began He couldn't take the mind off of the possibility of this opportunity in 
front of him. 


"So, if you're this cool badass metalhead girl, why don't you have any tattoos?" Mike asked, taking a step 
closer to Lana and reaching out with the hand that wasn't holding his bottle of vodka, placing it on her bare 
knee, "I think you'd look really cool with a piece right here.." He said as he began to move his hand away from 
her knee and trailed a few fingers further and further up her bare thigh. 


Lana looked down at the hand wandering up her leg and let out a small, nervous giggle, "Oh, | don't know, | guess 
that type of commitment was always scary to me." She explained as her eyes stayed on the hand, now resting 
halfway up her thigh. Lana knew what was happening here, they always expected something for their time and 
efforts, and she was used to giving them what they wanted in exchange for what she wanted. Part of her 
wanted to stop it right in its tracks, this wasn't the person she wanted to be in this dangerous new world, but 
the alcohol was getting to her and this guy was actually pretty cute and kinda her type, unlike the ones she'd 
typically end up in this situation with. 


"What the hell? What's the worst that could happen?" Lana thought to herself, and took a long swig of vodka, 


preparing herself for what was to come next. 


"Yeah | was never really one for commitment either, but the ones you make with a needle clearly never 


scared mel" Mike said. 
"Yeah, | can see that." Lana said with a giggle, admiring his heavily tattooed arms and hands. 


"You know, I've always had a thing for redheads." Mike said, his hand still on Lana's thigh, and that's when Lana 
leaned in, closing the gap between their faces and connecting their lips. As their kiss got longer and heavier, 
Lana's hands snaked their way up into Mike's loose wife beater tank top, running them up and down his 


tattooed abs, and he pulled back from the kiss to pull the shirt over his head. 


Lana sat there for a few seconds, admiring his tattooed body and reaching out to run her hands across his 
abs again, "Damn, that's sexy," she said, taking in the artwork across his body. Suddenly, a memory flashed in 
Mike's mind of his first night with another redheaded woman and grabbed onto Lana's hands, forcefully 
removing them from his body and holding onto them. Lana looked up at him in confusion for a second until he 
snapped out of it and pinned her hands to the countertop she was sitting on and started fiercely kissing her 
again, breaking away once again to kiss and nibble at her exposed neck, causing her to let out a soft moan He 
let go of her hands and used his own to pull her tank top over her head and pulling back to look down at her 
body. What immediately stood out to him was how her ribs jutted out in an unhealthy manner, but then his 


eyes were drawn to a small heart shape on her left hipbone. 


"Ahh, so you do have a tattoo after all, what does that say?" He said, leaning in to get a better look at the ink 
while Lana tried to cover it with her hand, but he was able to push it away and read the tattoo, "Who's 
David?" 


"Don't fucking worry about it!" Lana retorted in an almost snappy tone, before putting her hands on either side 
of Mike's face and pulling it into hers again. Mike reached for Lana's shorts and in one quick motion pulled them 
down to her ankles along with her panties while Lana unbuckled his belt and unzipped his jeans. They kissed 
intensely and explored each others’ bodies with their hands for a couple more minutes before he finally pushed 
inside of her. Lana could tell he definitely had a lot of experience with this type of thing as he expertly moved 
his hips backward and forward, side to side, and she rocked back against him, feeling the heat building inside 
and out of her body as they dripped sweat in that hot and stuffy store. "Oh, Mike, it's so good." Lana moaned 


into Mike's ear. 


Mike stopped for a second, hearing another woman's voice in the back of his head, whispering his name 
between breathy moans. "Shhhh.." he whispered in Lana's ear, hoping she would shut up and he could hear her 
voice again, as he buried his face into Lana's hair and started to quicken his pace. As this point Mike was just 
hoping to get it over with, he didn't even know why he was doing this, all he could think about was her. 


All of a sudden Mike withdrew from Lana and stepped back, she looked confused for a second before Mike 
picked her up off of the counter and turned her around so she was bent over the edge of the counter, facing 
away from him now, and she let out a small squeal of delight. He entered her again from behind, grabbed 


tightly onto her bony hips and giving it his all as he thrust in and out of her fast and hard. 


All of a sudden, the moment of desperation the two had been sharing was interrupted by loud banging at the 
door, "Guys! Are you in there? We have to go, like NOW!" A man's voice yelled frantically from the other side 
of the door. 


Mike practically leapt away from Lana and looked down in shame and horror at what had been happening. "Damn 
dude, you just can't help yourself, can you?" he thought to himself, looking down at the exposed young woman 
whom he'd just met in front of him as he started pulling his pants back up. 


Lana quickly spun around, bent down, and yanked up her shorts, "What do you think is happening?" she asked 


Mike with a concerned tone. 

"| don't know, but if Vic says we have to go, then we really need to get out of here." he replied, picking his 
shirt up off the floor and pulling it back over his head, grabbing his half finished bottle of vodka, another 
bottle that read "whiskey" off of the shelf and tucked it in his back pocket, and his shotgun that sat on the 


counter next to Lana throughout their whole ordeal, "You ready?" 
Lana stood there for a minute, staring at him, "You want to talk about what just happened?" 
"What? No! I'm good! Let's just get the fuck out of here!" 


"Well, | don't know about you, but that was..pretty nice. Maybe we could do it again another time?" Lana asked, 


batting her eyelashes and running her hand up and down his chest. 
"We'll see." was his response, and with that, he headed toward the door. Lana straggled behind for a minute, 
reaching around for any small bottle of liquor that she could fill her pockets with, and soon followed him to 


the door. "What's going on out there, Vic?" 


"There's a big group heading right this way, might be where those ones we saved these ladies from last night 


came from!" Vic responded from the other side of the door. 


"Are there any out there right now?" Mike asked. 


"No, we're good right now, but they're gonna be here soon, so come onl" 


Mike flung the door open and swiveled around aiming his shotgun at nothing, making sure nothing was coming 
their way. Lana stuck close behind him and his brother as they ran across the hot asphalt parking lot back to 
the tour bus. As they ran, she looked to her right over the hills of sand to see a large group of the monsters 
coming over the crest of the closest dune, there had to be dozens, maybe even hundreds of them, all heading 
right for the truck stop where they were sitting ducks. Their groans and growls filled the once quiet area with 
a horrific, low pitched hum Lana could feel rattling in her chest. The sight took Lana's breath away for a 
second, she hadn't seen anything like it since they had escaped the city. 


"Let's GO!" Vic screamed from the door of the bus, he was much quicker than Mike and Lana and was now 
standing there holding the door open for them frantically waving his arms. Once Mike and Lana made it to the 
bus, Vic hopped on behind them and slammed and bolted the door shut behind himself, "Ready Tony?" He yelled 
to the man in the driver's seat, who gave him a thumbs up and turned the key in the ignition, making the tour 


bus come roaring to life. 


Lana collapsed on the couch she had woken up on earlier and stared out the window at the truck stop 


retreating further and further into the distance. What had just happened? What had she done? 


Mia was thinking the same thing as she flopped down next to her sister on the couch and immediately smacked 


her over the head, "Ow!" Lana cried out, clutching the back of her head, "What the fuck was that for?!" 


"| could ask you the same thing!" Mia hissed through clenched teeth, "What the fuck were you doing in that 
store with that guy?!" 


Lana huffed, "None of your damn business. l'm a grown woman, l'll do as | please." she responded, and crossed 
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her arms across her chest. 


"Well it is my damn business when you're fucking around with one of the men we owe our lives tol" Mia 
whisper-yelled at her sister, "For the love of god Lana, you can't be living by your own rules anymore! Please, 
just don't do what you always do with this guy, and if you even start to think things might go in that direction 
then you better stay the fuck away from him. | think we stumbled into a real good thing here, and | can't 
have you fucking it up for me and Maisy with another one of your Lana-style disasters." 


Lana sighed and looked back out the window, watching the sun beginning to slowly slip beneath the sandy 
horizon as they drove on through the desert. Maybe her sister was right this time, but she couldn't help but 


feel like whatever just happened between her and Mike was the beginning of something very interesting. 


3. Before 


Atlanta, Georgia, July 2010 


"Mikey, Mikey, wake up," a soft female voice whispers into Mike's ear, "We just got the schedule, you guys are 
playing one of the first sets of the day." 


Mike rolled over in his bunk and rubbed his eyes, allowing them to adjust to the light. "Mmmm," he groaned, 
reaching out to the woman who had just woken him sitting at the edge of his bunk, "Just a few more minutes, 
come join me." He pleaded, lifting his blanket while scooting as far against the wall as he could in his small bunk, 


patting the small empty space next to his half naked body. 


"Okay, but literally just a few more minutes," she said with a giggle as she swung her legs up and crawled into 
the bunk next to him, pressing her body against his, "And don't get any ideas! You need to get some breakfast 
and get ready to play." She added as she felt his hips press against hers in a suggestive manner. 


"Oh come on hon, he's ready to go." Mike whined, grabbing her hand and guiding it into his boxers. 
"Stop it!" She squealed, pulling her hand away, "We don't have time for that!" 


"Says you.." he grumbled as he pulled her close, wrapping his arms around her waist and burying his face in 
her auburn hair and breathing in its vanilla scent. Mike was always amazed by how she was able to keep 
herself smelling so nice on the road in the sweltering summer heat. As they lay there together, Jessica 
carefully turned herself around so she was facing Mike. She lay there gazing in amazement at his bare, 


tattooed chest. 
"What?" Mike asked as she stared. 


"Oh you know, | just think those tattoos of yours are so damn sexy," she said with a smile and a small giggle, 
running one of her hands down his chest and stomach, "One day l'm going to memorize this whole canvas." 


Mike smiled at the thought of Jessica imagining future days in bed with him, admiring his tattoos. He hadn't 
actually asked Jessica to be his girlfriend yet, but she pretty much was. They met on the very first day of 
Warped Tour that summer, she was a concert photographer hired tor the tour, and the two had been pretty 
much inseparable ever since. All of the guys on the tour knew that Jessica was off limits because she had 
Mike, and vice versa. Mike had been with more than his fair share of women in his life and even found himself 
in a (messy, short lived) relationship every once in a while, but this one was different. He actually thought he 
was in love this time, probably the first time in his life. 


"Come on, we've gotta get going!" Jessica said in a cheery tone as she threw open the privacy curtain and 


started getting out of the tiny bed. 


Mike continued to grip her waist, "Wait!" He said, pulling her back to him, "You getting in the shower with me?" 
He asked, continuing to hold onto her. 


She laughed, "No, like | said, no distractions right now! Your set starts at Il, you barely have an hour to get 
yourself showered and get some breakfast." And with that she got up, walking away from the bunk, stopping 


once to look over her shoulder back at Mike and tap an imaginary watch on her wrist. 


"God, | love that woman" Mike thought to himself as he watched her walk away. He never had a woman look 
out for him and genuinely have his best interests at heart the way she did, one the many things that made 
him fall for her and come up with the crazy idea he had for the final bonfire at the end of the tour. 


Mike was going to ask Jessica to marry him. He knew it was crazy, they'd known each other for barely over a 
month, but he'd never felt this way before about anyone and he had a crazy feeling she was going to say yes. 
It all felt like a fairytale that was too good to be true, but seeing as Mike was currently living out his biggest 


fairytale of being a successful touring musician, he figured it wasn't too good to be true. 


After another minute of laying there imagining the future with Jessica, Mike decided it was finally time to get 
up and around, he did have a show to play. He opened up the storage drawer underneath his bunk and grabbed 
a t-shirt, shorts and a fresh pair of boxers and leaned back down in his bunk again to retrieve one of his 
signature flat-billed hats from one of the hooks he had installed above his mattress to keep his hats on. After 
a few seconds of contemplation, he went for the red, seemed appropriate as his heart was still swelled with 
the love for the woman who had just woken him up. He stopped by the small cupboard next to the tour bus's 
tiny bathroom and grabbed a towel, and closed the door to the tiny bathroom behind him, climbing into the 
even tinier shower stall and began turning the knob, only for no water to come out. He turned the knob back 
and forth a couple of times before throwing his hands up in defeat, stepping out of the shower and putting 
some clothes back on, stomping his way down the stairs out of the bus. 


"What the hell, where's the water?" He questioned the first person he saw, his bandmate Tony who was sitting 
in a chair next to the bus holding a plate of food that his mouth was full of, he just shrugged in response. 
Mike groaned and kept walking, taking in his surroundings and quickly realizing why there was no water. "Great, 
another outdoor venue miles outside of the city." He thought to himself, he much preferred the venues in the 
middle of the big cities or the ones that doubled as sports venues, both of which had a lot of amenities and 
plenty of places to hook the buses up to water access. 


At this point it was 1015 and Mike knew there was no way he'd be able to comfortably find himself a shower 
before he had to get to the stage, so he trudged off to find the food line with his clean t-shirt slung over his 
shoulder. As he weaved his way through the crowds, he was hoping to see one beautiful face, but he knew she 
was probably off somewhere getting her equipment ready for the band's set, the thought of which made him 
smile. Mike loved how she was so passionate about what she did, and how he got to smile for her camera 


from the stage every day. 


When Mike finally found the food line, he let out another groan of disappointment. At this point in the morning 
it would probably take about an hour to get through the line, it was clogged up by members of other bands 
who were set to perform later in the day, their employees, Warped Tour employees, and the like. At this point 


Mike was O for 2 and not knowing what else to do, decided to just find his way to the Altec Lansing stage to 
get himself prepared for the set. 


It was about 10:40 when Mike made it to the back of the stage, where the rest of his bandmates already 
were. He was hoping Jessica would be there too, waiting to send him off to the stage with a kiss and some well 
wishes, but she was nowhere to be seen, probably busy. Mike let out an annoyed sigh as he approached his 
bandmates and pulled on his shirt, today just wasn't his day. 


"Hey, look who finally decided to show up!" Jaime exclaimed as he saw Mike approaching the group, “Just in 


time for sound check!" 
Mike responded by waving a middle finger in Jaime's direction, "| had a late night, dude." 


"And a late morning!" Tony butted in, "Took Jess quite a few minutes to pull him out of bed, if you know what | 


mean.” 


The guys all started snickering at Tony's comment, but Mike wasn't amused, he reached out and hit Tony in 
the shoulder, "Don't talk about her like that, she isn't just another one of those sluts!" The guys all smirked at 
each other without a word, just happy that Mike had finally found a girl that wasn't a wild drinking, drugging, 
trainwreck, like his typical flavors of the week 


Mike broke off from the small group and began his typical pre-show ritual while the techs started working on 
the sound check, stretching his arms to get them prepared for the 30 minutes of drumming they were about 
to endure. A small pair of arms wrapped around him from behind, starting at his waist and slowly sliding up 


his body until the hands were over his eyes. 
"Guess who?" a voice whispered in his ear. 


He turned around with a big smile on his face, he already knew who it was, "Hey hon," he said, leaning in to 


wrap her in his arms and plant a kiss on her lips, "| was hoping I'd see you before we started." 
"I know, but we've gotta be quick, I've gotta get in my place at the barricade," she explained, gesturing to the 
camera bag hanging from her shoulder, "I'm already cutting it real close, | don't know how I'm gonna get in my 


place before the show begins." 


Mike laughed, "Hey at this point your best bet is probably just to walk through on the stage and hop down 
there." 


"You know we're not supposed to do that!" 


"Yeah, well, you have the band's permission today." Mike said with a smirk. 


"Oh yeah, | saw that food line and knew there was no way." Jessica said as she rummaged through her 


camera bag before extracting a banana, "Here! Figured you could use something to eat." 


Mike smiled at Jessica and took the banana, peeling it and beginning to eat it while continuing to wonder what 
he'd done to deserve such a caring and amazing woman, "Thanks hon, now let's get you out there, you've got a 


job to do." Mike grabbed Jessica's hand and they started walking toward the stage together. 


As soon as Mike and Jessica's heads popped out from behind the screen separating the stage from the 
backstage area, the crowd began to chatter and there were even a few girlish screams. They thought the 
show was starting, but Mike just waved his half-eaten banana in a dismissive manner, trying to indicate to the 
crowd that this was not in fact the beginning of the set. When they got to the edge of the stage, Mike kept 
his hold on Jessica's hand and helped to slowly lower her down onto the ground between the barricade and the 
stage while security workers and other photographers glared at the two. 


"Don't worry, she's good," Mike said with an exaggerated thumbs up to the nearest security worker, who just 
rolled his eyes in response. He looked down at Jessica, looking back up at him with her big blue eyes and he 
bent down and put his face close to hers, "Hey, Jess, |, uh." He trailed off, questioning whether or not he 
should actually say what he was thinking of saying. He knew what he felt, but it was hard to get the words 


out because this never went well for him and he didn't want to freak Jessica out. 
"Hmm?!" she practically yelled over the chattering crowd behind her. 


| lo-oh, nothing, have fun out there," he decided against it, now wasn't the time, maybe later today though, 
"Make sure to get plenty of pictures of the sexist man alive." He finished with a wink, before leaning in and 
giving her a quick kiss, which some of the teenage girls smushed against the barricade definitely took notice of. 
Mike knew how these fans were and hoped that Jessica wouldn't become the subject of nasty rumors or 
ridicule by the jealous teenage girls thanks to the small moment of intimacy they had just shared for 
hundreds to see. 


Mike stood there for a minute, sizing up the crowd with a smile on his face. It felt like the crowd to see his 
band was slowly growing more and more with every show they played, and today was no exception There were 
rumors swirling of some mysterious virus going around, an illness that was making people lose their minds. The 
government had begun to issue warnings against citizens gathering in large crowds and attending big events like 
this, but the crowd gathered in front of the stage was as big as ever, nothing was gonna stop the Warped 


Tour crowd. These people had waited all year for this one magical day. 


Finally, their intro music kicked on, their goofy roadie ran out onto the stage in his stereotypical mariachi 
costume and skull mask and played his part, and the men shuffled onto the stage one by one, greeted by the 
roaring crowd. They began the set with the song "Caraphernelia’ featuring Jeremy McKinnon of A Day To 
Remember, which was supposed to be the big leading single on their newest album Selfish Machines that had 
just come out in June, a few days before the tour started. They planned on getting together with Jeremy 


when the tour was over to film a music video for the song. Since Jeremy and his band weren't on the tour, 
Jaime filled in on Jeremy's screamed vocals parts to give Vic some relief and time to catch his breath 
between singing and screaming himself. Their set ended with "The Boy Who Could Fly", which was actually the 


first single the band had released from their new album. 


As their set concluded, Mike felt like he was on top of the world. His band was more popular than ever thanks 
to their hard work and time spent on Warped Tour, where he happened to meet and fall in love with the most 
amazing girl in the world. As the band walked backstage with the crowd still cheering and screaming, a man 


wearing a microphone headset holding onto a clipboard with the Vans Warped Tour logo on it approached them. 


"Okay, you guys have a fan meet and greet at the Vans tent at IPM, don't be late!" He hastily barked at them 
as he walked by on his way to talk to crew members of the next band who was set to play on the Altec 
Lansing stage, who were waiting for the man's orders. 


"Did you see how many people were out there?!" Vic asked excitedly, turning around and looking at his brother, 
"I seriously think we're the next big thing on the tour this year. This is fucking crazy!" Hardly able to contain 
his excitement, Vic tackle-hugged Mike and they both fell to the ground laughing. 


"Mike, Mike!" A familiar voice rang through the crowd gathered backstage. 


‘Guess that's my cue to leave you alone, lover boy." Vic said with a smirk as he stood up and brushed himself 


off, holding out his hand to help his brother get up too. 


Jessica's small figure finally broke through the crowd and her face lit up when she saw Mike, "Oh my god!" 
She squealed as she collided with Mike, wrapping her arms around him in a tight hug, "You guys did so good! 
And did you see how big that crowd was today? By the end of the summer, everyone is gonna know Pierce 


The Veill" 


"I know, this is awesome!" Mike responded. He was so happy that it almost felt surreal. "So, you coming to the 
meet and greet with us?" He asked, hoping they could have some private time to talk while the band waited for 
the meet and greet to begin. 


"Uh, lm working, remember?" She said, pointing to the camera bag now hanging from her shoulder again 


"Oh, right, sometimes it's hard to remember that you aren't just our photographer since you spend so much 
time hanging around us," Mike said with a small laugh, trying to hide his disappointment, "You got time to show 
me some of the pictures from the set?" 


Jessica smiled, she loved how Mike was interested in her work the way she was interested in his. She unzipped 
her bag, reaching around until she found her camera, pulling it out and powering it on and beginning to click 
through the pictures she had just taken of Pierce The Veil's set while Mike wrapped his arm around her and 
admired her photos. 


"Here, this one is definitely my favorite from today," Jessica said, stopping on a picture of Mike behind his 
drum set, he was shirtless because he'd gotten hot and taken his shirt off about halfway through the set and 
he was looking right at the camera, or maybe at the woman behind the camera, with a big smile and he was 
pointing one his drumsticks at the lens, "My sexy hunk of a man" She gushed, beaming up at Mike whose arm 
was still around her. 


"Your man, huh?" Mike asked with a raised eyebrow, he'd never heard her refer to him as ‘hers’ in their 


short time together. 


Jessica's face turned bright red and she averted her eyes to the ground, mortified by what she'd just let slip 
out of her mouth. Jessica had been having a great time with Mike over the past few weeks and was starting 
to develop some very intense feelings for him, but she knew it wasn't going to last. Clearly it was just another 
Warped Tour summer fling, the exact type of thing her friends had warned her against getting into when she 
went on the road for the summer. Jessica knew that when this tour was over they would be going their 
separate ways, he would be going out into the world to be a rockstar with gorgeous women throwing 
themselves at him, and she would be going back to Phoenix, back to the stupid photography studio where her 
days would consist of changing and arranging backdrops and snapping pictures of stupid rich people's stupid 
babies and dogs wearing stupid little tuxedos and tiaras. 


"Well, I've gotta get back out there," Jessica said, frowning in an exaggerated manner to express her 
disappointment over having to leave Mike's side, "But maybe we'll be able to get some lunch together later, 
after your meet and greet" 


Mike, his arm still wrapped around her, smiled down at her, "I would love that," he said, pulling her face into his 
for a quick kiss. And with that, Jessica extracted herself from Mike's arms, which didn't seem to want to 
unwrap themselves from her petite body, "Knock ‘em dead, hon!" Mike called out to her as she giggled and 
walked away, watching her hips sway until she disappeared into the crowd in front of him. 


Mike couldn't wipe the smile off of his face as he walked through the crowds, making his way back to the tour 
bus. He'd pretty much given up on getting a shower that day but he figured he'd stop at the bus for a fresh 
set of clothes and then have some time to get some food before the meet and greet. He made it through the 
food line just in time, and entered the Vans tent carrying his plate of food around 12:30, where his bandmates 
were already waiting. As Mike sat there eating, Vic tried to pick some food off of his plate, but Mike smacked 
his hand away. 


"Get your own food, | didn't have time for breakfast this morning!" Mike snapped at his brother. 


"Yeah, well maybe if you woke up a little earlier, instead of staying up late with," Vic changed his voice so he 
was speaking in a breathy, high pitched, moan, "Jessica!" 


Mike punched his brother's shoulder quite hard, "Dude, what the fuck?!" 


Vic rubbed his shoulder and laughed, "Sorry man, it's just we're in a small space, we hear things, you know," he 
explained to his brother, who was still glaring at him, completely unamused, "Hey dude, calm down, she's a 
great girl. Not anyone's fault that we all know what she sounds like when she co-" Vic was cut off by Mike's 


plate of food coming down on his head. 


"Shut the fuck up about her already!" Mike snapped, and Vic realized he was starting to get genuinely angry. 
As Vic sat there looking at Mike in bewilderment, he started to feel a bit ashamed of himself because of how 
he was talking about Jessica. Vic usually wasn't that type of guy either, but something about being on the 
road for so long sorta brought out the animal in him. "Anyone have the time?!" Mike called out to no one in 


particular, hoping there was a Vans employee somewhere nearby with a watch. 
"IFs 12:37!" A disembodied voice responded from close by. 


"Good," Mike said, clearly still in a sour mood, "If you'll excuse me, I'm gonna go have a smoke." He said to his 
band members as he stood up from the table. 


"Booooo!l" Yelled Jaime. 
"Nasty!" Tony exclaimed, wrinkling his nose. 


"| agree," said Vic with a nod of approval in the direction of the other guys, "You ever gonna give that shit up 
bro?" 


Mike rolled his eyes as he reached into his pocket, pulled out a small box and extracted a cigarette from it 


which he put between his lips, "Not today." He said as he disappeared through the flaps of the tent. 


As Mike brought the flame from his lighter to the tip of the cigarette in his mouth, he inhaled slowly and 
closed his eyes, deep in thought. He couldn't wait to talk to Jessica once they were both done with their busy 
day, he knew that tonight was the night he was going to reveal his true feelings to her. He also couldn't help 
but think about how annoyed he was with his brother's behavior, sometimes he hated the person Vic turned 


into when they went on a long-haul tour like this one. 


Mike's train of thought was broken by a bloodcurdling scream in the distance, coming from the opposite end of 
the area where the merch booths were set up. His head swiveled all around, looking for any signs of trouble, 
but he ended up shaking it off. After all, this was a rock music festival, people are making all sorts of crazy 
noises. But then it happened again, this time accompanied by a few other screams of horror that weren't quite 


as loud. 


"What the hell?" Mike said aloud, as he took a few steps forward to peek out from behind the Vans tent. He 
looked to his left, toward the stages, and everything looked normal that way, but when he looked to his right 
his eyes went wide as saucers. There was a large group of people quickly heading in his direction, running, 


screaming, he even thought he saw blood on some of them. 


He stood there frozen for a few seconds, watching in horror as this stampeding group got closer and closer. 
From within one of the merch tents, Mike saw a man start to shuffle and stumble out toward the running 
people with his arms outstretched. He put his hand on the shoulder of a young crying blond woman at the 
front of the group and when she looked at him, she screamed. Mike watched as this man took this young 
woman to the ground with him and bend down over her, and then blood started flying everywhere, soaking and 


staining her blond hair which Mike could still see underneath the man. 


"WHAT THE FUCK?!" Mike yelled, immediately stubbing out his cigarette, running and ripping open the entry to 
the Vans tent where his bandmates stood huddled together looking concerned. 


"What's happening out there?" Jaime asked. 


"l-l-| don't fucking know!" Mike stammered, trying to quickly process what he had just witnessed and put it into 
words, "People are freaking out! They're running! Screaming! | don't know what's going on! | think.! think | saw a 


man ea-EA TING a girl!" 


Vic chuckled, "Ha-ha, very funny. | get it, we've been assholes today and you're trying to pull one over on us. 


Seriously, what's up? Christofer Drew going for a walk or something?" 


"lm serious! We have to get the fuck out of here, now!" Mike screamed at his bandmates, who were starting 
to genuinely be concerned about Mike's mental health, "Oh god, it's here." Mike's eyes went wide as the 


shadows of running and screaming people began to travel past the tent. 


The three men who hadn't just seen what Mike had seen stood there in a daze, looking confused for a minute, 
until one of the shadowy figures outside of the tent was knocked into the side wall of the tent by another 
shadowy figure that was making unnatural, guttural growling noises. Then dark red liquid, blood, began to spray 


and splatter all over the outside of the white tent. 
"HOLY SHIT!" Vic screamed, jumping backward, "LET'S GO!" 


Mike popped his head out of the tent to make sure they weren't going to be mowed down by the stampeding 


crowd, "Come onl" He yelled over his shoulder. 


And the four men exited the tent together into a world of horrors. There were still people running and 
screaming everywhere, but this time they seemed to have no particular direction as they were just trying to 
escape these other people who were behaving strangely, slowly shuffling around in blood soaked clothing, their 
mouths covered in blood, growling menacingly. Mutilated bodies lay everywhere they looked. The group watched 
as one of those strangely behaved people crawled around on the ground on her stomach, dragging a mangled 
leg that was sticking out at a 90 degree angle behind her on the ground as she clawed her way along. She 
grabbed onto the ankle of a man who was ruming past her and hadn't noticed her, bringing him to the ground 
as he let out a loud "Oof" Before anyone knew it, including the man in her grip, she leaned her head down and 
sunk her teeth into his calf, yanking away with a large chunk of flesh and muscle in her mouth and beginning 


to chew on it while the man screamed. 


"OH MY GOD! WHERE DO WE 60?" Tony screamed, 


"Let's get back to the bus!" Mike yelled, pointing in the direction of the tour buses and beginning to run 
"JESSICA! JESSICA!" Mike screamed at the top of his lungs, frantically looking every which way for a head of 
red hair in the crowds. He wasn't even thinking to look at the ground around him, at the bodies below, all he 
was thinking about was how he wasn't going to leave this place without her. As the group got closer and closer 
to the bus, Mike began to slow his pace, still screaming the name of the woman he loved, his voice going 


hoarse. 
"Mike, what are you doing? Hurry up!" Vic yelled back at his now straggling brother. 


"I can't leave her out here!" Mike yelled back, tears beginning to build up in his eyes, "I need to find her and 


make sure she's okay! | should be protecting her! I'm in love with her!" 


The last words that came out of Mike's mouth struck Vic, and he slowed to his brother's pace and put his 
hand on his shoulder, using his other hand to wave Jaime and Tony ahead. "I know brother, but let's just get 
back on that bus, out of this mess, and come up with some type of plan You can see if she'll answer her 
phone and we can find her that way." Vic said to his younger brother who was beginning to look dejected, 
"We're going to find her." Mike sniffled slightly and turned from his brother, rubbing his eyes, then turned 
back to Vic and nodded, as they walked to the tour bus, the world turning to hell at their backs. 


They found their bus among the rows of parked buses to find the door to the bus open, but Jaime and Tony 
standing outside, seemingly frozen in place looking down in horror at something on the ground in front of them. 
When Jaime and Tony heard the footsteps approaching behind them, they turned around, and glanced at each 
other as they shuffled closer together so their shoulders were touching and their bodies were blocking 


whatever they were looking at on the ground. 


"Uh, Mike, | don't think.| don't think you should see this.." Jaime said softly, his eyes looking down at his own 
feet. 


"What do you mean? What is it?" Mike questioned, standing on his tiptoes trying to see what the two men 


were blocking. 
Tony gently pushed Mike a step back, "Don't" He whispered. 


Vic pushed his brother another few steps back, and stepped forward himself between the two men. When he 
saw what was on the ground in front of them, he said, "Oh god.." he turned around and looked at Mike, his 
eyes dazed and glassy, "Oh god." he repeated, turning back to look at what lay on the ground in front of him. 


"Vic..2" Mike asked, concerned, as he took in more of his surroundings. He looked at the door to the tour bus 
hanging open, there was a bloody handprint on the edge of it, and he also noticed a small pool of blood that was 
dripping down the stairs that was forming on the ground. 


"JESS!" Mike lunged forward and pushed the other men aside, taking in the full scene. 


There she was, the most beautiful woman Mike had ever met, the woman he loved, the woman he was planning 
a future with.laying on the ground, mutilated, in a pool of her own blood. The tips of her beautiful auburn hair 
that he loved so much had turned a sickly shade of crimson, soaked by her blood. Her chest and abdomen 
were completely ripped open, her ribcage and internal organs exposed for all to see. Mike dropped to the 
ground, sobbing, grabbing onto her hand. 


‘Jessica.ch my god. Jessica." he sobbed as he rocked back and forth, holding onto her hand and using his other 
hand to stroke her face, "No, baby, no.." 


All the other three men could do was watch as Mike sat there falling apart. No one knew what to say or do to 


comfort him in this horrific moment. They had all been thrust into a living nightmare. 


"I love you, Jessica, | love you so fucking much." Mike sobbed, looking down at the face of the woman he loved. 
With the exception of the flecks of dried blood dirtying her face, Mike couldn't help but think she looked so 
peaceful, like an angel. "I love you." He repeated, bending down and kissed her forehead, "I love you so much. l'm 


sorry you never got to hear me say it." 


After a few more minutes of awkward silence, only broken by Mike's sobs and repeated "I love yous" 
whispered to Jessica, Vic bent down and his his hand on his brother's shoulder. 


"Mike, it's time.we need to get out of here." He said gently. 


"No!" Mike looked up and snapped, “I'm not leaving without her." He said softly as he looked back down as 
Jessica. 


"Mike, come on, we have to get the fuck out of Atlanta We're gonna go see mom and dad, okay?" 
Mike shook his head hard, "No, I'm not going. I'm staying with her." 


Vic sighed and stood back up, looking at Jaime and Tony and shaking his head. They stood there for another 


minute, unsure of what to do. 


"We're just gonna have to grab him and throw him on the bus | guess.." Vic whispered, breaking the silence. He 
quickly walked back over to his brother and put his hands under his armpits, pulling him up, "Come on, up you 
go.’ He said. Mike tried to resist, using his own body weight to try and make his brother who was smaller than 
him lose his grip. That's when Tony walked around and suddenly knocked Mike's legs out from under him and 
grabbed a hold on them. 


"Guys, what the fuck?! Let go of mel" Mike yelled, thrashing around, as the two men struggled to carry him 


up the stairs into the tour bus and unceremoniously threw Mike down on one of the couches. Jaime was quick 


behind them, stepping around the blood on the ground and closing the door behind himself, standing in front of 
it and blocking it to make sure Mike didn't go back outside. 


Mike looked up at the two men looking down at him in concern. "I must look so fucking pathetic." He thought, 
wiping the tears from his face. 


"You should get cleaned up.." Vic said, making Mike suddenly aware that his hands, arms, clothes, and even part 
of his face were covered in blood. Her blood Mike's eyes began welling with tears once again and he started 
hyperventilating. Vic sat down next to his devastated brother, rubbing his shoulder in a soothing manner. 
"Shhh..." He turned to Tony, "Hey, can you go get him a towel or something? Maybe a clean shirt?" 


"Sure, no problem." Tony said quietly, disappearing to the back of the bus to retrieve the items. But then a 


minute later, his voice rang out frantically, "Uhh, guys, we have an issue!" 


Vic and Mike turned to see what Tony was talking about, and saw him backing down the narrow walkway of the 
bus with one of the cannibals slowly shuffling at him, growling and groaning. The men realized it was the roadie 
who typically drove the bus for them, but he was now one of those things too. Mike took notice of the bright 


red blood staining the front of his shirt and his mouth and instantly knew where it came from. 


Before anyone knew what was happening, Mike let out a primal scream and lunged at the monster, tackling it to 
the ground, and began to beat at it with his fists. Vic watched in horror as Tony tried to pull Mike off of it, 
but Mike just shoved him off. 


"NO! This is MINE!" He growled, continuing to beat at the monster's head and face with his hands, pulling 
himself away from the thing's snapping teeth just in time every time. Mike soon began to realize that the 
thing just wasn't going to give up no matter how many blows he landed. He had begun to beat its face in to an 
almost unrecognizable pulp, but it was still fighting back, gnashing its teeth at the flesh in front of its face, 
"What the fuck is up with this thing?!" He yelled in frustration, reaching up to the kitchen counter next to him, 
grasping around for anything of use in the fight, eventually reaching a large skillet that he began hitting the 
monster in the head with, over and over. The three other men watched in horror as the monster, who was 
just a man like them mere hours ago, had its head caved in and brain matter flew everywhere. When it had 
stopped moving, Mike hit it one final time with another primal scream, and stood up to look at the other men. 


The other men just stood there silently, their mouths agape, in disbelief of what they had just witnessed. 
"What?" Mike asked, scowling back at them, but no one said a thing. "I'm going to my bunk" 


As Mike walked through the bus, he stopped at the small closet next to the bathroom and grabbed a fresh 
towel, using it to wipe the blood from his hands, face, and neck. He stripped out of his bloody clothes until he 
was just in his boxers and threw them on the floor next to his bunk, climbing in He immediately grabbed his 
pillow, burying his face in it, screaming until his lungs gave out and he could scream no more. His screams 


slowly turned to sobs as he inhaled the vanilla scent left on the pillow by Jessica's auburn hair. 


